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tip the oldest wines from the cellar and set them on the table, with the emphatic admonition; 'Here is the true blood of tyrants, enjoy it, but leave all murderous thoughts outside my house.' "
It was not difficult for the young noblemen to persuade Goethe to travel with them. His father was also greatly in favour of his going, as he hoped in this way to get his son to make the Italian journey 51 which still remained fixed in the program of his education. Goethe parted from Lili without saying good-bye, but made some allusion to his going. He considered the journey an experiment to see whether he could do without her. Is it possible that she may have understood his allusions, may have had a suspicion that her lover, newly betrothed to her and glowing with passion would separate himself from her for many weeks?
When the four travelling companions arrived in Darmstadt, Merck was greatly displeased that Goethe had joined company with these wild apostles of nature. He scolded him for his indomitable good nature, his endless toleration of others' peculiarities, saying it was stupid, and he would not remain with them long. It was indeed a boisterous Storm-and-Stress company, and Goethe was not the tamest. The elder Stolberg calls him "a wild, uncontrollable, but very, very good fellow/1 They had all four set out from Frankfort in Werther costume; in Darmstadt they had gone bathing in the open without anything to hide their nakedness; in Mannheim, after drinking to the health of Fritz Stolberg's sweetheart, they had dashed their wineglasses against the wall; and this was the style they kept up. "If you could see our conduct on this journey, you would observe that we are always in such high spirits," writes Fritz Stolberg in the letter just mentioned. From Mannheim the young men went via Karlsruhe, where Goethe passed a few pleasant days with Karl August, the crown prince of Weimar, and his fiancee, the beautiful Luise von Hesse-Darmstadt, to Strasburg, rich in memories of the past. Here Goethe saw again the good old friend of his